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Why I hate just about everyone 

abouteliot@aol.com 


When I was a teenager I realized that humans were like a virus on the skin of our planet. 
I'm now 76, and I still feel that way, if not more-so. I am proud to be a MISANTHROPE, that 
is, a hater of humans. What follows was contained in a much earlier version of this essay, with 
additional material and minor changes I've made as of May 27, 2019. 

Thoughts about why I hate sports and other kids and just about everyone. 

(Just some of my thoughts about why I hate sports, or more accurately, why I hate athletes, 
who, of course, play sports. And why I hate just about everyone else in the world. The 
following is taken from a free ebook I've written over the years, titled “ Eliot's Story by Hugo. 
(An Autobiography), which I've edited down to a slim 637 pages. I began writing Eliot in 1992, 
and have made updates to it over the years.) 

6/15/52-Age 9 

Today I went off to summer camp. I had been looking forward to it for a long time. I 
didn't get homesick like some of the other kids did. Mom and dad would come up twice, once 
each month that I was there. I'd see them for two days, and then they would go home. I liked 
playing with the other kids and didn't miss Mom and dad all that much. 

When it was time to go to camp, everyone would meet at a train station. The 
counselors held up signs that had bunk numbers written on them. This year I was in Bunk 9. 

As usual, I knew most of the kids in my bunk. This year there was a new kid, named David 
Jackal. I was introduced to him by my counselor, Frank. David looked at me and said hello. I 
became very frightened. I had never seen a kid look at me that way before. His face smiled, 
but his eyes said, "You're the one." What made things worse was that I saw Mom looking at 
him with the "what a nice looking boy" expression mothers have. 

I knew immediately that David was a bully, that he had chosen me to torment because I 
was a few inches shorter than everyone else. I also knew that he was capable of pulling the 
wool over everyone's eyes. I knew I was in for big trouble. The thought that I had been going 
to this camp since I was four years old, and that I knew the ropes, and that I had a lot of 
friends, did make me feel a little better. But not much. 

A funny thing happened at supper the first night. What was really funny was that I sort 
of knew it was going to happen. When we got to the mess hall and found our table, David 
Waterman started to cry. I just looked at him, and he looked at me as he cried. Frank asked 
him what the trouble was, and David said that he had to go to the bathroom. Frank knew that 
there was a bathroom at the parent's lounge, and told David that he could leave the table and 
go to the bathroom. David lied and said that he wasn't sure where the bathroom was, and so 
he and Frank left together. They came back a few minutes later, smiling. 

6/25/52-Age 9 

If my worst fears had come to be, I'd only have been beaten up now and then by David 
Jackal. This would have been good compared to what really happened. In camp, being a 
good athlete was very important. If you were a good athlete, everyone liked you, no matter 
what. David was the best athlete in the whole camp. Although we were Middies, he was as 
good as the Seniors, who were 12 and 13 years old. He was almost as good as some of the 
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counselors. He could run and swim faster, hit and throw the ball farther, and play tennis better 
than anybody at camp. Everybody loved him. But for some reason he needed someone to 
torment. I don't know why, he just did. 

It wasn't so much that he beat me up, which he did. It was that he got everyone at 
camp to hate me. If they wanted to be David's friend, they had to say bad things to me, and 
hit me, and not throw the ball to me. My friends stopped being my friends. They made jokes 
about how short I was, and told secrets and wouldn't let me in on them. David even got the 
counselors to be against me. 

What happened today was typical. We were sitting out on the porch of the bunk, 
waiting to go to lunch. There were two benches on the porch. Each bench could hold about 
five kids. I was sitting on the bench, with the wall of the bunk at my right side, when the other 
seven kids in the bunk all started cramming in on the bench, squashing me against the wall. I 
didn't mind this too much. David Jackal was separated from me by one kid. I saw David free 
one of his arms and reach back. He knocked my cap off. He started laughing. I got real mad. 

I freed myself and stood up and reached over and knocked David's cap off. David got up and 
hit me. Frank, our counselor, came out of the bunk and started yelling at me. He wanted to 
know why I was always causing trouble. I told him David knocked my cap off but the other 
kids told him I was lying and that I started everything and that I knocked off David's cap and 
that David was just protecting himself, which he had a right to do, and then they asked 
whether they had to stay another six weeks in the same bunk with me. I started to cry. They 
started to laugh and called me a crybaby. 

I didn't like getting beat up, but what really hurt was having my friends stop being my 
friends. It seemed like no one liked me. And I really didn't know what it was that I was 
doing wrong. I thought that since Mom was due to visit soon, maybe she'd take me home. 

8/10/52-Age 9 

Tonight was award's night. The entire boy's campus met at the auditorium. Each group 
of bunks gave awards to its best swimmer, ball player, runner, broad jumper, and just about 
anything else they could think to give an award for. The most prized award was "the jacket," 
which was given to the best all around athlete in the entire camp. David Jackal won the 
jacket, which had, "Best All Around Athlete, 1952, Camp With-A-Dew" written on it. I didn't win 
anything. 

7/25/53-Age 10 

Camp was hell. Even though David Jackal was in another group, he still picked on me, 
and the other kids followed his lead. So did the counselors. When other kids dropped the ball 
or made another error, the kids usually said something like, "Better luck next time." When I 
made an error, my teammates shoved and punched me, and the other team said things like 
"You should be on the girl's campus." 

Tonight we had boxing matches. In all my years at camp, I'd never seen any boxing. 

The counselors decided who would fight who, by matching the kid's age, height and weight 
with one another. They didn't ask the kids if they wanted to box, but just signed them up. I was 
sitting on the grass, waiting for the next match to begin. Nobody was sitting too close to me. 

They called my name. I was scared. I didn't like fighting. Then they called William Straws. 
He was a year older than me, about five inches taller, and about 25 pounds heavier. This was 
not going to be a fair fight. After they put the boxing gloves and head protectors on us, the 
kids, and some of the counselors, started yelling, "Kill him, Willie." 
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I got really mad. A counselor banged a tin plate with a pocket knife to start the fight. I 
started hitting Willie. I just kept hitting him. He fell down. A counselor picked him up and told 
him to go get me. I started hitting Willie again. He started to cry. The kids started to boo him. A 
counselor stepped in and stopped the fight. He took Willie off to the side to comfort him. I just 
stood there, looking at all the kids. I started to cry. 

A counselor asked me why I was crying. I lied and told him Willie hurt one of my teeth. 

It was the only thing I could think to say. He believed me, even though Willie never hit me. I 
said I was going back to the bunk to put water on my tooth. I threw off the head protector and 
gloves and ran to my bunk. 

The real reason I started crying was that I realized how much all the kids, and 
counselors, hated me. The only thing I did wrong was to be small enough for a bully like 
David Jackal to pick on. Before he started camp, all the kids who were yelling, "Kill him, 

Willie" were my friends. Willie was my friend. When I got to the bunk I felt better, but then I 
started worrying about Willie. I was afraid the other kids were going to be mean to him, 
because he let them down. I also wondered whether the boxing match, as a whole, had been 
a set-up. Did they stage the entire boxing event so they could see me beaten up? 

8/12/53-Age 10 

Tonight David Jackal won the jacket for the second time in two years. I won nothing. 
9/6/53-Age 10 

Mom said that she and Maude had talked and decided that it might be a good idea if I 
joined a "boys club." She said that I played almost all the time in my room by myself, because 
the other kids from school lived too far away for me to see after school very often, and 
because I didn't seem to get along with the kids who lived on my block. Wouldn't I like to go to 
a club and play with other kids my own age? NO! I told her I didn't want to, and she couldn't 
make me. I started throwing some stuff and ran into my room. I knew what would happen if I 
went to a club. All the kids would be mean to me, and make my life miserable, and beat me 
up and get me into trouble. I wanted to play by myself. 

6/15/54-Age 11 

Today was the first day of camp. I was in bunk 14, a Cadet, and David Jackal was in 
bunk 15, a Junior. David Waterman was in my bunk. At dinner, he started to cry, and left with 
the counselor for the bathroom in the parent's lounge. 

8/10/54-Age 11 

Camp had been only a minor hell so far. Maybe I had just gotten used to it. I decided 
that the bad situation was probably my fault, or at least a large part of it was. When the kids 
made fun of me, I'd join in, and make fun of myself. When I did this, I didn't get hit as often. I 
also decided that what I had to do was learn to be good. I needed to learn to follow the rules. 
Do what was expected of me. Maybe then, at least, the counselors would be nicer to me. 

Camp had an honorary society, called WYHOSO. I had no idea what WYHOSO was 
supposed to mean. To get into WYHOSO a kid had to accumulate 120 points within six 
weeks. A kid got points for making his bed on time, keeping his cubbie neat, and things like 
that. A kid lost points for talking back to a counselor, or not doing what he was told. There was 
a list of chores and their point value, and a list with each kid's name and how many points he 
had accumulated. Once the kid had accumulated the needed number of points, one of the 
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kid's counselors had to nominate him for WYHOSO, which was always done. 

I decided to see if I could get into WYHOSO. All I would have to do was follow the 
rules. The only benefit that I could see from getting into WYHOSO was that its members got 
to go to a special campfire and roast marshmallows. This didn't interest me very much, since I 
had been to a lot of campfires. But following the structure of the point system seemed like a 
good way for me to become good. 

It was difficult for only the first few days. I would forget to do something, and lose out 
on getting points. But in a short time I got point getting down to a science. In five weeks I had 
accumulated 132 points, 12 more than was necessary to get into WYHOSO. It wasn't difficult 
to do, and the counselors stopped finding fault with me. How could they? I was first up in the 
morning, did extra chores around the bunk without being asked, and the first in bed at night. 
Tonight they announced the WYHOSO members for this year. David Waterman got in for the 
third time. I didn't get in. I felt the emotion, numb. 

8/12/54-Age 11 

David Jackal won the jacket for the third year in a row. 

6/16/55-Age 12 

Every morning before we went to the mess hall for breakfast, the entire camp stood in 
front of their bunks and listened to any messages Ed Bain, the head counselor, wanted to 
give, and then the flag was raised. This morning Ed Bain made an announcement about 
WYHOSO. He said that there would not be an honor society anymore, because some kids 
who should have gotten in didn't, and it was decided that the only way to ensure fairness was 
to do away with WYHOSO altogether. I didn't know whether my situation with WYHOSO was 
the cause of its being disbanded, but I liked to think so. It meant that at least some of the 
counselors knew that I should have gotten in, and were angry enough to do something about 
it. It made me feel a little bit better. But not much. 

7/20/55-Age 12 

In all the years I had been going to camp, I had never been on an overnight hike. Each 
year one bunk in each group was chosen to go on one, but my bunk had never been chosen. 

I told this to Ed Bain, and he said he would see what he could do about it. This year my 
bunk was chosen to go. 

The site for our overnight was the peninsula, which jutted out into the lake about a 
thousand feet from the island. The island was about a mile from the raft area. Last year the 
swimming coach let all the kids good enough to swim in the raft area who wanted to, swim to 
the island. Counselors in row boats went along in case a kid got tired. I swam all the way, 
rested on the island for a while, and then swam back. 

We loaded up three rowboats and rowed to the peninsula, and then we took out the 
tents and set up camp. It was still light when Ted, a counselor, arrived in another rowboat. He 
had brought steaks and other food for us to cook on a campfire. He was standing in the 
rowboat. He handed me the steaks and told me to put them down on a large rock and then 
come back and help him secure the boat. I was in too much of a hurry, and put the steaks 
down fast and started back when the steaks fell off the rock. One of the steaks got dirt all over 
it. Ted started yelling at me. He said that I was really stupid. He said I had ruined the food for 
everyone. He said I'd have to eat the dirty steak. Something happened in my head. I started 
to panic. I froze. He kept yelling at me, this time to help him secure the boat. I just stood 
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there. 

The other kids started in on me. This was nothing new, but something was different 
inside me. I just couldn't take it any longer. Bobby Andrews was about five inches taller than 
me, and a few years ago one of my best friends, but he was the closest, so I hit him. Not the 
way most kids hit other kids. Not in the arm or leg. I hit him smack in the mouth. He fell back, 
and didn't know what to do. The other kids told him to kill me. He got up and started to come 
toward me. I met him halfway, and we wrestled to the ground. We rolled around a bit, and I 
got on top of him. I straddled his chest, and I was about to hit him in the face when Walter, 
one of my counselors, grabbed me. He just picked me up and set me down a few feet away. 
He said no fighting. He said I'd be the last to eat, if there was anything left to eat since I 
ruined some of the food. 

I started to cry. This just encouraged the other kids, who started in on me again. I 
wanted to run away. I went to the farthest section of the camp ground, and tried to block out 
the kids making fun of me. I wasn't looking in their direction, but I heard something and turned 
around fast and there was Bobby coming at me. I knocked him down and sat on his chest and 
started hitting him in the face. Walter started coming over to pull me off and I decided I didn't 
want to be around any of them and that I didn't want Walter to touch me. I got up off Bobby 
and started running. I ran into the woods, and I knew that they would never find me. 

I had been going to Camp With-A-Dew for eight years, and I knew it and the 
surrounding area fairly well. I knew which direction the highway was in. It was a long walk, but 
I got there before it was completely dark. I didn't know what to do next. I wanted to just run 
away, but I didn't have any money. I decided that the best thing to do was go back to camp, 
find Ed Bain, and turn myself in. I started walking in the direction of the main entrance to the 
camp, but after what seemed like a long time I became scared that I was lost. I saw a couple 
sitting on the front porch of a house near the road and asked them if I was walking in the right 
direction to get to camp. I had to shout because they weren't all that close to the road. They 
said yes, and asked me if everything was all right. I waved and said yes, and kept on walking. 

About an hour later I arrived at the main entrance, and walked to the boy's campus and to 
Ed Bain's bunk. He didn't seem surprised to see me. It seems that there was a small search 
party out looking for me. Small, because Ed Bain knew that I knew the area, and if I wanted to 
come back, I would, and if I didn't, they would have a very hard time finding me. They did 
send a rowboat to the island, because they thought I might have swum there. Girls were 
camping there, and they said that they hadn't seen me, so the search was being limited to the 
peninsula area. The kids in my bunk were doing the searching. I was told they were going 
around the area shouting, "Come back, Eliot. We forgive you." 

Ed Bain sent a rowboat to the peninsula to tell them they could call off the search. He 
was pretty mad at me, but he didn't yell. I told him I hated camp and wanted to go home. He 
said I could go any time I wanted, as long as it was okay with my parents. He said that I 
wasn't a prisoner. Funny, I sure felt like one. Ed Bain asked me if I had eaten, and I said no, 
and that I was hungry. He took me to the mess hall, which was closed, but he saw to it that I 
was fed. He was nice to me, but I think he thought that I was the cause of the trouble. I told 
myself I was since I dropped the steaks. 

At night, in my bunk all by myself, I thought a bit about my beating up Bobby twice, and 
about the boxing match last year. I'm shorter than average, I'm not a good athlete, and I'm not 
very strong. I decided that the reason I won the fights was that I was afraid if I didn't, I'd really 
get hurt. I tended to fight all or nothing. But I didn't fight very hard when the kids pushed me or 
hit me. I thought that I had to get really mad. Sort of like a light switch. Either on or off. Then I 
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thought that the times I got really mad was when grown-ups were involved. That's when I got 
really mad. When it was just kids, I didn't get crazy mad. 

8/12/55-Age 12 

David Jackal won the jacket for the fourth straight year. I won nothing, as usual. 

Just why the good athletes, who are loved and idolized by the other kids, need to beat-up and 
torment and humiliate the weaker kids I don't know. Do you? If so, let me know at 

abouteliot@aol.com . 

Many years later, in 2006, I was scheduled for some surgery. Following is an account of 
how I was treated by the men hating lesbian nurses. No kidding: More reason for me to hate 
everyone. 

Eventually I was wheeled off for surgery. I vaguely remember going down a hallway, 
and the next thing I remember I was being "shouted" at to move my feet and legs and hands, 
and push my hands against someone else's hands, etc. The operation was over, and they 
wanted to know if I have both the mobility and strength I should have. And if I could follow 
directions. 

I thought I was trying to tell people that the catheter in my penis was hurting me. They 
thought I was saying I needed to pee. (If that was what I was saying, isn't a catheter used to 
drain off pee????) Anyway, it took a lot of shouting on my part to get them to pull the catheter 
out of me, and stop the pain it was causing. 

When I was taken to the ICU (Intensive Care Unit), I tried to pee into a plastic bottle 
they gave me for that purpose. The pain was horrific. On a pain scale of 1-10, the pain was 
easily a 12. I rang for the nurse. I told the lesbian who appeared my penis was causing me 
serious pain. She said it was my fault, and turned, without examining me, and starting walking 
from the room. (Talk about blaming the victim. Well, I think she thinks I took the catheter out 
myself. I didn't.) I called/shouted after her, "I want a male nurse I want a male nurse I want a 
male nurse". I figured a man might care. 

About 20 minutes later a female nurse walked in. She introduced herself (I don't 
remember her name - some sort of supervisor) and told me that because I was an "angry 
personality type", she would be attending to me, and turned without examining me, and 
started to leave the room. I called after her, "I want a male nurse". She replied, kind of over 
her shoulder, that they were rescheduling the male nurses and I would get one. 

About a half an hour later Harold, my first of four male nurses, arrived. I explained to 
him that I was in horrific pain located in my penis, and no one seemed to care enough to 
examine me. He put on gloves and took a look and said, "You're irritated, and oozing puss". 

I conceptualize the catheter put in me as being made out of broken glass with fish 
hooks embedded, and the person who inserted/removed it as someone without any 
experience doing that. It was obvious to me that the catheter, called a Foley, was either too 
big for my urethra or it was inserted wrong, or... I asked Harold to find out if anything could be 
done for me. He told me that the doctors used in ICU were the emergency room doctors, and 
he'd contact them. A while later he re-materialized and said they said nothing could be done. I 
asked that he find me a Urologist, a doctor who I presumed specialized in my problem. He 
didn't say anything about finding one for me, and none ever saw me. I tried to pee into the 
plastic bottle again, and again I felt excruciating pain. The acid in my urine and the "cuts?" 
inside my penis didn't mix well, I thought. 
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I asked Harold if there was maybe some way to deaden the feeling in my penis, like 
Novocain or something like that. He said there was something they used for numbing the 
surface of skin, but not for my problem that he knew of. I told him that maybe if I used enough 
of the stuff to numb skin, it'd soak in and numb me enough to lessen or even deaden the pain. 
Harold left and returned with what looked like a very small two or three inch "oil can", of the 
type railroad engineers used to use to put oil on squeaky wheels a few hundred years ago. It 
was kinda cute. Harold showed me how to squirt the stuff inside it onto my penis. I tried it and 
it didn't help, but I thought if I used a lot of it, it might. So I started "soaking" my penis in this 
stuff, and after a day or two the pain lessened, to the point that it just hurt when I peed. It took 
three days for me to get back to normal, peeing wise. I hope my cock doesn't fall off or 
whatever because of how I self medicated myself in the hospital ICU ward. 

A FEW DAYS LATER, JUST AFTER I WAS RELEASED FROM THE HOSPITAL, I HEARD 
A BRIEF RADIO BLURB THAT THE HOSPITAL I WAS IN LOST A CLASS ACTION 
LAWSUIT BROUGHT BY A NUMBER OF MEN WHO ACCUSED THE HOSPITAL OF 
TORTURING THEM WHEN THEY WERE IN INTENSIVE CARE AFTER BEING OPERATED 
ON. NO ONE TOLD ME THAT THERE WAS A “TORTURE” LAWSUIT GOING ON. I 
NEVER FOLLOWED UP ON THIS, SINCE I WASN’T INVOLVED IN THE LAWSUIT, AND 
BECAUSE I KNEW HOW AWFUL THE LESBIAN NURSES (AND MAYBE THE MALE 
NURSES) WERE. HUMANS. YOU KNOW . 


Eliot 

abouteliot@aol.com 




